x                            PREFACE

there, if I could but express them. That is the
truth J I do not claim to make them, to cause
them, to create them, any more than the lilac could
engender the scent of roses or of violets. Nor do
I profess to do faithfully all that I say in my book
that it is well to do. That is the worst, and yet
perhaps it is the best, of books, that one presents
in them one's hopes, dreams, desires, visions?
more than one's dull and mean performances.
' Als ich kann !' That is the best one can do
and say.

It is our own fault, and not the fault of our
visions, that we cannot always say what we think
in talk, even to our best friends. We begin to
do so, perhaps, and we see a shadow gather.
Either the friend does not understand, or he does
not care, or he thinks it all unreal and affected ;
and then there falls on us a foolish shyness, and
we become not what we are, but what we think
the friend would like to think us ; and so he
* gets to know,' as he calls it, not what is really
there, but what he chooses should be there.

But with pen in hand, and the blessed white
paper before one, there is no need to be anything